I WONDER  IF  EVER  THE  ROSE. 


I wonder  if  ever  the  rose 

Remembers  the  days  gone  by? 

I wonder  if  melody  blows 

From  leaves  that  are  perished  and  dry? 


Ahl  God  vmkes  His  roses  so  sweet— 
Their  f ragrance  is  shed 
When  the  Sumwer  is  dead! 


Though  Life  be  the  Birtliday  of  Tears 
Roses  are  shed  on  its  vay; 

May  all  that  endures  and  endears 
Be  gathered  and  garnered  as  they! 


For  God  makes  His  roses  so  sweet— 
Their  fragrunce  is  shed 
Wien  the  giver  is  dead! 


Fred.  G.  Bowles. 

from  “The  Taot  by  the  L<ike.” 
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